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Hearty Christmas Greetings 
and a Chrice Kappy New Year 


replete with God’s every grace and blessing, is 
our sincere wish to all our readers, friends 
and promoters of “Tabernacle and Purgatory.” 
Looking back into the year that has passed 
we recall with heartfelt gratitude the generous 
cooperation of our kind readers in helping us 
to extend more and more the circulation of 
our publication. 


We beg our dear friends to remain faith- 
ful to “Tabernacle and Purgatory” also in the 
New Year and to do their utmost to help 
increase the number of our subscribers. For 
every effort in this regard you may be assured 
in advance of the sincere gratitude of the 


Benediétine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration. 
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The Divine Babe and the Sacred Host. 





=i HE humiliations of our Divine Lord are not less in 
the Blessed Sacrament than in the Incarnation. In 
the Incarhation, the Eternal Word descended once, 
in one place, becoming man in Mary’s womb. In 
the Blessed Sacrament, the same Eternal Word 
descends not only once, but as often — the number is countless — 
as Masses have been said, and will be said, from the Last Supper 
to the end of the world! Not in one place only, but in every 
clime and every land, from the rising to the setting of the sun! 
“From the rising of the sun even to the going down, My name 
is great among the Gentiles; and in every place there is sacrifice, 
and there is offered to My name a clean oblation, saith the Lord 
of Hosts” (Malach.i.11). O divine sacrifice of the Mass! stupen- 
dous mystery of divine love! offered daily on tens of thousands 
of altars, making “great” the name of the Lord among the Gen- 
tiles, and giving infinite glory to the Lord of Hosts. The Mass 
is the real “clean oblation” foretold by the prophet. 

The Son of God become incarnate obeyed the Eternal Father. 
The same Son of God present in the Eucharist obeys the voice 
of a simple mortal, His own creature, a poor, weak, alas! imperfect 
priest! Who can avoid exclaiming, O infinite love of Jesus in the 
Babe and in the Host! imprint on the souls of men these divine 
mysteries, that all may know Thee and love Thee. 





Jesus is Unknown and Forgotten. 


Jesus is unknown and forgotten. “He came into the world, 
and the world knew Him not.” Mary alone on earth knew the 
moment “the Word was made Flesh;” for as yet Joseph knew 
not the Virgin had conceived. How like the Host! The priest 
celebrates even when there is no congregation; the Word is made 
flesh in his hands; the priest, like Mary, is the only adorer. 

Where was accomplished the great mystery of man’s redemp- 
tion? Was it in a great city? Ina gorgeous palace? Ina splendid 
mansion? No. That everything might be in keeping with the 
humility of the Handmaid of the Lord, it was in the village of 
Nazareth; obscure enough, and in a still more obscure cottage. 
In this humble, modest dwelling, since aptly called “The Holy 
House,” and to this day preserved with veneration at Loretto, the 
archangel found the holy Virgin absorbed in prayer, and announ- 
ced to her the mystery of the Incarnation. “While all things 
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were in silence, Thy Almighty Word leaped down from heaven 
from Thy royal throne” (Wis. xviii. 15). Such was the first 
dwelling of the Divine Babe in Mary’s womb! 

How like the Divine Host on our altars! Sometimes, no 
doubt, the greatest genius of man, obeying the noblest aspiration 
of the soul, exhausts its powers in designing churches, altars, and 
tabernacles, and enriches them with the most precious of earthly 
gifts, as dwellings for the “Holy of Holies.” But how often is 
the home of the Sacred Host more humble than the “Holy 
House” of the Divine Babe! How often is Jesus born in the 
cot, in the bog, and on the mountain’s side! O infinite love of 
Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament! 


There Was No Lodging for Them. 


The Babe of Bethlehem has a winning attraction of love for 
the devout soul. The long journey over a mountainous country, 
from Nazareth to Bethlehem, fatigued Mary and Joseph. Wearied 
and exhausted they arrive in the evening, but, alas! there is no 
lodging for them, for the inns were all full. They go from house 
to house, humbly begging shelter for one night. They are 
spurned at the doors, despised for their poverty. O dear Jesus, 
will nobody receive Thee and Thy Mother? Dear Lord, we too 
have often shut the doors of our hearts against Thee, and 
expelled Thee thence by mortal sin! Accept now the lodgings 
of our hearts, with their affections for ever. 

Fatigued, but resigned, Mary retires from the dwellings of 
men into a cave made in a rock, the stable of the ox and ass; 
and then, “while all things were in quiet silence, and the night 
was in the midst of her course, Thy Almighty Word came down 
from heaven from Thy royal throne” (Wis. xviii. 14, 15). Then 
was born the Messiah, the “desired of the everlasting hills” (Gen. 
xlix. 26). O humility, O poverty of the Son of God! Allow 
us, O Lord, to approach with reverence, and look with the eyes 
of faith on the Divine Babe wrapped in swaddling clothes, and 
laid in a manger. 


The Babe is Weak — In the Host is More Weakness. 


The Babe is weak, but He is the Omnipotence by “whom 
all things were made.” He is helpless; His very breath sustains, 
as it produced, creation! He is in Mary’s arms, yet planets and 
systems revolve in His immensity. Poor! the heavens and the 
earth are full of the majesty of His glory. Without homage! all 
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the angels of God adore Him. “Adore Him all you His angels” 
(Ps. xcvi. 7). “And let all the angels of God adore Him” (Heb. i. 6). 

In the Sacred Host is more weakness, more helplessness, 
more poverty. Here the Eternal, too, is born in time; the Immense 
is circumscribed to narrower limits; and the essentially Independent 
more subject to the will of His own creatures! We can only say 
with St. Thomas of Villanova: “O strong wine of charity! Thou 
hast conquered the Invincible; the Almighty has become thy 
captive. O true excess of charity!” 

Amid all the humiliations and poverty of the crib or manger, 
Still a gleam of the glory of heaven, now and again shone upon 
earth, to announce to the world the birth of the Messiah. Swift 
and willing messengers were despatched to convey the glad 
tidings. The glory of heaven, with great brightness, shone round 
the holy shepherds. The heavenly messenger said to them: “Fear 
not; for behold I bring you good tidings of great joy. This day 
is born to you a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord, in the city of 
David. And this shall be a sign unto you: You shall find the 
Child wrapped in swaddling clothes, and laid in a manger. And 
suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heavenly 
army, praising God and saying: “Glory to God in the highest” 
(Luke ii. 10, 14). And again, the Almighty sent another mes- 
senger to the wise men of the East, to announce the birth of the 
Redeemer. The miraculous star conducted them, shone upon 
their path from the East, “until it stood over where the Child 
was” (Matt. ii. 9). Well may “they rejoice with exceeding great 
joy, and, falling down, adore Him.” 

How different the Sacred Host! To announce His birth, no 
gleam of Heaven’s glory shines round the altar, no angel sent to 
convey the glad tidings; no heavenly army to sing, Glory be to 
God in the highest; no miraculous star to shed its beams on the 
Host. By faith alone we “fall down and adore Him.” Let us 
say, with St. Thomas of Aquin, “the Blessed Sacrament is not 
only the greatest of all God’s miracles, but an abridgment of all 
the wonders He has ever wrought.” The humiliations of the 
Son of God are greater in the Blessed Sacrament than in the 
Incarnation. 

ISOS 
' APPROBATION AND RECOMMENDATION. I beg to say that your 
periodical of the Blessed Sacrament, “TABERNACLE AND PURGA- 


TORY,” has my hearty approval and recommendation. 
> M. F. BURKE. 














The Message of Peace. 


alta) VERY year with the return of Christmas there is 
watted on the midnight air, like an echo from the 
past, the sweet chime of bells of peace — a peace 
the happiest and most blissful ever known. When 
this peace was made, the enmity of thousands of 
heaven and earth ceased, and men became once 
more the children of God. For this reason God’s heralds, radi- 
ant angels, soared down from heaven, proclaiming peace upon 
earth in this sublime hymn: “Glory to God in the highest and 
and on earth peace to men of good will.” And in the heavens 
there blazed a joyous light, the great Christmas-star. 

Lasting peace was made for all generations, and even he 
who is still combating against the law of God is not excluded if 
he but avail himself of this compact. Christmas returns each 
year, as a sign that this peace is of never-ending duration, and 
that it is ever and ever renewed, for other angels, the consecrated 
priests, must announce this peace when in the hours of the night, 
at an altar ablaze with light, they jubilantly repeat the sweet, 
heavenly song of the Gloria. 





The Golden Document. 


Yes, Christmas brings you the message of peace. The Son 
of God came into the world from the distant eternity, to discharge 
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for rebellious and culpable mankind the immense debt it had 
incurred, to impress upon the golden document of peace the 
rose-colored seal of His precious blood, and to bring back to 
the Father the children whose guilt He had expiated. How heavily 
the guilt of sin presses upon the heart of man! It is the heaviest 
burden beneath the sun; poverty, pain, even death itself are 
easily endured compared with this. Delight in sin, as is well 
known, robs one of all peace. 

In the Gospel of St. John there is recorded a word, the most 
consoling word ever known on earth, that Christ will reject no 
one who comes to Him. Be few or many the outrages man 
has committed against his Lord and Creator, his salvation depends 
solely on the resolution to seek grace through Christ Jesus. A 
person may have been the most insolent rebel, he may have 
waged war against his God all his life long, but the very moment 
that he turns to his Saviour in humility and contrition, in love 
and confidence, the Heavenly Father assures him of peace, of life 
and overflowing happiness. He unburdens him of the entire 
weight of his sins and enters into a new alliance of friendship 
with him. 

I am reminded of an old woman to whose death-bed I was 
summoned on a Christmas day, a score of years ago. I found 
her surrounded by extreme poverty and filth, but the condition 
of her soul was still more wretched after a long life of sin and 
vice. Grim death was already standing at her bedside, eagerly 
awaiting the moment when he could drag the poor soul before 
the judgment seat of God. Oh, the agony of this woman! It 
seemed as though the terrors of the judgment were already raging 
in her soul, as her eyes stared at me in despair. I then announced 
to her the glad tidings of Him, who on Christmas night went 
out into the desert to seek her, who on Good Friday suffered 
the death she had deserved, and who through His purifying 
sacrament effaced the guilt and restored the image of God. And 
the woman received the Christmas tidings and died in peace. 

O children of men! Christmas has come again, and peace 
should reign between God and the world. Every poor sinner 
should on Christmas night take the new-born Christ-Child into 
his arms, and with this green olive branch approach the Father 
whose anger has been provoked — and truly, the Heavenly Father 
will receive him in mercy, for the sake of His well-beloved 
Son. You need no longer be told that Jesus is the Peacemaker, 
you have long ére this realized it. You are not wanting in good 
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will, in the earnest resolve to do away with all that could make 
you an enemy of God. You have begun a life worthy of the 
children of God. A happy feast of peace will you celebrate on 
Christmas day. 


QO DOO SO 


God’s Supreme Act of Love. 





HE Heavenly Father has nothing dearer, nothing more 
precious than His only, well-beloved Son, whom He hath 
begotten and loved from all eternity. Nevertheless He 

chose to sacrifice this His only Son rather than suffer poor 
humanity to be lost. This His beloved Son He sent from heaven 
into the world, from joys everlasting into misery of three and 
thirty years, that He might suffer hunger, poverty and distress, 
persecution and insults and finally a most ignominous death on 
the cross. O love beyond all love! O incomprehensible and 
inexpressible, infinite, divine love, the like of which has never 
been seen nor heard! 

In the fourth Book of Kings, chap. iii., we read that Mesa, 
king of Moab, while being besieged by the Israelites, slew his 
own son upon the walls of the city and offered him for a burnt- 
offering to the false gods, that they might deliver him from his 
enemies. This act so terrified the Israelites that they raised the 
siege. The king loved his subjects so much that he preferred to 
have his own son put to death, rather than deliver his dear 
subjects into the hands of their enemies. 

But is it not an amazing spectacle to behold the King and 
Creator of the world, the eternal and true God, offer His only- 
begotten Son for His enemies, that He might free them from 
sin, deliver them from eternal damnation, and make them His 
friends and co-heirs of His kingdom? The act of the king of 
Moab, has purposely been recorded by the Holy Ghost in Holy 
Scripture, in order that all the world might recognize and marvel 
at this deed. But how much more marvelous will it be to see 
recorded in the heavenly annals, that the author of life delivered 
His only-begotten Son to be slain that He might obtain for us 
life eternal; that He had a crown of thorns placed upon His 
head in order that He might crown us as kings of His realm, 
and that He delivered Him into the bitterness of all pain, in 
order to satiate us with the bliss of His Divinity! 
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One Christmas Eve. 





DISTINGUISHED lady was walking along a street in New 
York City one Christmas Eve, intent on making a few 

. more purchases. On passing a bakery she noticed a poor 
little boy, who stood looking with eager and wistful gaze, at the 
large display of Christmas cakes, which in all sizes, generously 
sugared and ornamented, adorned the shop windows. Kindly 
she took the little fellow’s hand, and leading him into the Store, 
bought him a cake as large as his hands could hold. It was a 
bitter cold evening, and seeing that the child was poorly clad, 
the good lady led him to the nearest clothing store, and at her 
own expense had him fitted out from head to foot. 

Highly astonished at this unaccustomed kindness, the child 
raised his eyes, beaming with happiness, towards his benefactress 
and timidly asked, “Are you the good God’s wife?” This act of 
mercy is worthy of our imitation. 


DDS SO 


THE TRUE CHRISTMAS. 





The brightness of this day we owe 
Not unto music, masque, nor show; 
Nor gallant furniture, nor plate, 
But to the manger’s mean eState. 





Christ’s life while here, as well as birth, 
Was but a check to pomp and mirth; 

And all man’s greatness you may see 
Condemned by His humility. 





Then leave your open house and noise, 

To welcome Him with holy joys, 
And the poor shepherd’s watchfulness; 

Whom light and hymns from heav’n did bless. 
Dress finely what comes not in sight, 


And then you keep your Christmas right. 
Vaughan. 


OOOO OS 














BS E.G SH 
Bar s** 


Our Saviour’s Birth according to the Famous 
Revelations of the Servant of God, 
Anna Katherine Emmerich.* 





Arrival at Bethlehem. 


» (oe OSEPH journed with Mary to Bethlehem. The city 
ae. % ‘A| lay scattered far apart, and they proceeded on 
. Pyi| their way until they reached the centre. Whenever 
they came to a street entrance, Joseph would ask 
his holy Spouse to wait for him there with the 
ass, while he went through the street seeking for a lodging. Mary 
often had to wait a long time, until at last he returned very sad. 
Everywhere the places were filled, everywhere he was refused. 
At length, as it was growing dark, Joseph proposed that 
they go to the opposite side of the city, where, he said, they 
would certainly find shelter. They now followed a street which 
resembled a pathway through a field, rather than a real street, 


* The original text is of wonderful simplicity; our translation is rendered 
almost verbally. 
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for the buildings lay scattered along the hillsides. This road led 
to a large open space, where a beautiful tree having a smooth 
trunk spread out its branches like a roof. Joseph led the beast 
with its precious burden under this tree, then started out again 
to search for a lodging. He goes from house to house, but his 
many friends, of whom he had spoken to Mary, do not recognize 
him. Once he returns to Mary under the tree and weeps. She 
consoles him. He starts out anew to find a shelter for the night; 
he pleads that the time had come for his wife to be delivered; 
and for this very reason his petition is the sooner rejected. 


Little Did They Realize How Near to Them 


Their Saviour Was. 


Meantime it had grown quite dark. Mary was standing be- 
neath the tree. She wore a garment of many folds with no girdle 
and a white veil about her head. The beast of burden stood 
with its head turned towards the tree. Joseph had arranged a 
resting place for Mary from the baggage they had with them. 
People were hurrying to and fro and many gazed curiously at 
our Lady, as a person is wont to do, if some one is seen standing 
a long time in the dark. It seems to me that occasionally one 
or the other spoke to her and asked her who she was. Little 
did they realize how near to them their Saviour was. Mary was 
so patient, so quiet, so humble and full of expectancy. Ah, it 
was a long time she had waited! She sat down, her hands 
crossed on her breast and her head bowed. 

At length Joseph returned in great sadness. I saw that he 
wept, and in his grief he hardly dared approach because he had 
not yet found a lodging. He then said there was a cave outside 
the city, known to him from his youth, which the shepherds 
had used for years as a shelter for their flocks when on their 
way to the city. He himself had often withdrawn from his 
brethren and gone there alone to pray. At this season, he said, 
the cave would not be in use, and even should some of the 
shepherds be there, they would easily come to some agreement. 
For the present, he said, they would seek shelter in that cave, 
and after Mary was resting as comfortably as possible, he would 
search anew. 


“It Is the Will of God That We Should Be Here!” 


They now directed their steps to the left, and it seemed as 
though their path would lead them over broken walls, ditches, 
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and embankments. They went down hill, after which the road 
sloped again upward. At the foot of one hill, there were different 
kinds of trees growing, such as the pine, cedar, terebinth, also 
trees with smaller leaves like the box-tree. In this hillock there 
was a cave or grotto. This was the place to which Joseph re- 
ferred. There was no house in the vicinity. One side of this 
cave was finished up with rough masonry where the opening 
faced the Valley of the Shepherds. Joseph removed the rudely 
constructed wicker-door. 

When they arrived here, the foal* came running towards 
them. It had run away as soon as they left Joseph’s parental 
home (at Bethlehem), and had scampered along the outer part 
of the city to this place. It frolicked and played about them 
and Mary said, “Behold, it is the will of God that we should 
be here!” 

Joseph was very sad and was a little bit ashamed because 
he so often had spoken of the kind reception they would receive 
in Bethlehem from his relatives. There was a roof over the door, 
under which he led the ass and prepared a seat for Mary. It 
was about eight o’clock when they got there and dark. 

Joseph made a light and entered the cave. The entrance 
was very narrow. The walls were covered with a thick layer of 
Straw, overhung by brownish mats. In the rear of the very grotto, 
which had several air-holes overhead, everything was in disorder. 
Joseph cleared the place and gained sufficient room to pre- 
pare for Mary a bed and a place to sit. Mary sat down on a 
covering and leaned against the bundles which were at her side. 


Wonderful and Supernatural Birth of the Infant Saviour. 


I saw Joseph prepare a seat and couch the next day in the 
so-called “Grotto of Sucking,” which was larger than the “Grotto 
of the Nativity.” Here Mary passed a few hours, while Joseph 
finished his work of cleaning up the “Grotto of the Nativity.” 
He then went to the city and brought various small utensils and 
dried fruit. Mary told him that during the coming night the 
birth of her Child would take place, and it would then be nine 
months since she had conceived by the Holy Ghost. She asked 
him to do his utmost that they might honor here on earth as 
well as they possibly could the Child promised by God and con- 
ceived by her in a supernatural manner. Mary also requested 


* The foal had followed the ass all the way from Nazareth. 
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him to unite his prayers with hers in behalf of the hard-hearted 
inhabitants who had refused him a lodging. Joseph offered to 
go to the city and ask some devout women of his acquaintance 
to come to assist Mary; but she refused saying that she would 
not need anyone. 

It was about five o’clock in the afternoon, when Joseph 
brought the Blessed Virgin back into the “Grotto of the Nativity” 
where he had hung up several lamps. He also provided food 
for the foal which so joyfully had run to meet them upon their 
arrival at the grotto. 

When Mary told Joseph that her time was approaching, 
and that he should devote himself to prayer, he left her and 
returned to his sleeping apartment to pray. Before he entered 
his little chamber, he once more turned around and looked 
towards the background of the grotto, where Mary, her back 
turned and facing the East, was kneeling on her couch praying. 
He saw the grotto full of light, and Mary enveloped, as it were, 
in flames. It seemed as though he were gazing into the burning 
bush like Moses. Praying he fell on his face and did not look 
back anymore. I saw the splendor around Mary grow brighter 
and brighter; the lamps that Joseph had lighted were no longer 
visible. She was kneeling, her many-folded, white garment spread 
out before her. 


I Saw Her Raised in Ecstasy from the Ground. 


When midnight came, | saw her in the ecstasy of prayer. 
I saw her raised some distance from the ground and the floor 
could be seen beneath her. Her hands were crossed upon her 
bosom. The splendor about her increased. I could no longer 
see the ceiling of the grotto. There was a pathway of light 
above her that mounted to heaven, in which one light penetrated 
the other, one form, another, and circles of light verged into 
celestial forms. Mary, however, prayed her eyes cast down. She 
then gave birth to the Infant Jesus. I saw It, as a luminous, 
very small Child, brighter than all the other lustre, lying on the 
coverlet at her knees. It seemed to me as though the Divine 
Infant was very small, and then kept growing larger before my 
eyes. All this, however, was a mere movement in the midst of 
so great a splendor, that I cannot really tell whether, or how I 
saw this. The inanimate nature even was in interior emotion. 
The stones of the floor and of the walls seemed to be of life. 
Mary remained for some time in ecstasy. And I saw her place 























a cloth over the Infant, but as yet she did not take It up or 
touch It. 

After a while I saw the Child move, and heard It cry. Mary 
seemed then to regain consciousness. Wrapping the cloth about 
the Divine Child, Mary now took up the Infant and pressed It 
to her bosom. She sat veiled, her robes drawn closely about 
her and the Child, and I think she gave It suck. At the same 
time I saw about her angels in human form prostrate on their 
faces. 

An hour may have passed after the birth of the Divine 
Child, when Mary called St. Joseph, who still lay prostrate in 
prayer. As he approached, he threw himself on his knees in 
profound adoration, joy and humility, his face to the earth. Mary 
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once more bade him look upon the holy Gift of heaven. He 
therefore took the Child in his arms. The holy Virgin then 
wrapped first a red, then a white cloth about the Divine Babe, 
enfolding It therein till under the arms, and farther up she put 
another cloth over It. She had but four swaddling cloths with her. 
Mary then laid the Child into the crib which had been filled 
with sedges and other soft plants and over which a cover had 
been spread that hung down over the sides. After she had laid 
the Child into the crib, both stood beside it weeping and singing 
God’s praises. 

The holy Virgin’s couch and seat were beside the crib. | 
saw her sitting erect and also lying on her side during the first 
few days. But I did not notice that she was especially ill and 
exhausted. Before and after child-birth she was clad in a white 
garment. When people came to visit her, she usually sat beside 
the crib with more wraps about her. 


QO OOS SOS 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus. 





CHARMING book most suitable for all seasons, but es- 
A pecially appropriate for Advent and Christmas time. The 

prayers are expressive of love and confidence, and lead 
the soul gently to union with the Infant Saviour. Though marked 
by a beautiful simplicity, they have a depth of meaning which 
will not fail to effect most desirable dispositions in the attentive 
reader. The following little gem taken from these devotions 
will give some idea of their beauty, but it can hardly be called 
a sample, as each prayer is distinguished by its own altogether 
original character : 

“O spirit of the holy Infant Jesus! Live and preside, rest and 
operate in the depth of my soul, in the summit of my spirit, 
and in the midst of my heart! Plunge me into the ocean of 
Thy perfections! Annihilate me in the abyss of Thy substantial, 
pure and holy love! Let me be submerged like a stone, into 
the bottomless depth of eternal peace. Amen.” 

This booklet of sixty-four pages is intended for wide cir- 
culation, and can be most profitably used even by children. 
One who has entered into the spirit of these prayers will not 
wish to be without them. Price, per copy, five cents; one hun- 
dred copies, three dollars. 


—») 


cS 





— <p. 
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The Holy Infant’s Gift. 
(By H. Willis.) 





E4| UTSIDE the night was very dark; the winds moaned 
sorrowfully, although it was Christmas Eve. For 
those to whom the beautiful festival was bringing 
hope and gladness, the gloominess of the weather 
<i} mattered little; but to the poor and afflicted, the 
severity of the season was doubly hard to bear. 

Upon the threshold of a miserable cottage a child paused 
an instant before entering, to wipe the tears from his thin and 
pallid cheek. Choking a sob and assuming a cheerful smile, the 
boy opened the door of the comfortless room. On a poor couch 
in the corner lay a woman, her eyes turned towards him. On 
her face also rested a smile, which had not been there before 
his entrance into the room. He advanced to the couch, and, 
stooping, kissed her. 

“Louis,” she said gently, still trying to keep up the semblance 
of a smile, “kneel down beside me. I am growing very weak 
and I wish to talk to you while I can.” 

The boy did as she bade him, and she continued: 

“Be brave now, my son, and listen. It is Christmas Eve. 
Always before this, while I was well, I tried to keep the blessed 
day in some pleasant fashion. But tonight the wolf is at the 
door, sure enough. We have neither bread nor fire, and | feel 
as though I could not last much longer. When I am gone I 
dread to think what will become of you. For me it does not 
matter now; my day is past. God grant that the future may 
hold something in store for my dear, good child!” 

Her voice broke; the little fellow — he was a very little 
fellow — clutched at her hand, as she turned away her face. 

“Mother,” he said, “do not despair. Let me tell you. To- 
night when I went out, it was to beg.” 

“To beg!” exclaimed the sick woman. 

“Yes, mother. I could not bear to see you cold and starving. 
So I leaned against the wall at the corner of the street and held 
out my hand.” 


“Did Anyone Give You an Alms?” 


“And — did anyone give you an alms?” she asked. 
“No, mother, not a single person. They all looked at me 
without putting a penny into my hand. And then I remembered 
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some One who would give me something if I asked for it, and 
I went to Him.” 

“Where? — Louis, where did you go?” 

“I came home,” replied the boy, — “I came home to hang 
up my stocking in the chimney; and now I| am going to lie down 
beside you till it is time for Midnight Mass. Then will you call 
me, mother dear? And | will go to the church and ask the 
Infant Jesus and our Blessed Mother to put something in my 
Stocking.” 

“What? — a toy?” asked the mother in a feeble voice full 
of tears. The sands of her faith were running low, and she 
feared the disappointment of the child should he not find his 
prayer answered. . 

“Mother!” he exclaimed, in surprise. ‘What should I want 
with a toy? No indeed: it is money | want, to buy coal and food.” 

“Very well, dear; | will call you in time,” she said. 

And the brave little fellow, pulling off his shoes, was soon 
snugly ensconced in the bed beside her. At least they had 
sufficient warm covering, if no fire. He was asleep in a few 
moments; but the mother lay thinking and praying in the dark- 
ness until the church clock sounded three-quarters after eleven. 
Then she awoke him; and, putting on his shoes, he kissed her, 
seized his cap and hurried forth into the night. 

Midnight Mass was over. The clouds of incense that had 
filled the church were Still floating above the lofty arches. In 
front of the crib the candles were yet burning, and one by one 
the late worshipers left the church till there remained only a 
child kneeling close to the Infant Jesus, and an old gentleman 
in the pew behind him. The boy was praying audibly; the old 
man bent forward to listen. 


The Child’s Prayer. 


“Dear good little Jesus,” prayed the child, “my mother is 
ill; we have no fire, nothing to eat, and it is Christmas. I have 
hung up my stocking in the chimney; dear good Jesus, put some 
money in it, please. I don’t want any candy, I don’t want any 
toys, — only some money to buy coal and food till mamma gets 
well and can sew again. I live down at the corner of Clay and 
Middleton Street, in the little cottage that stands by itself, and 
my stocking is hanging in the chimney —” 

The old gentleman could hear no more; for the child buried 
his little face in his hands and prayed silently. The listener stole 
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softly from the church; but it was some time longer before the 
sacristan, making his rounds, bade the boy hurry home to his 
mother. 

The sick woman Still lay sleepless, awaiting the return of 
the child, when a tap came to the door. “Come in,” she an- 
swered, a little timorous; for the hour was late and the neigh- 
borhood lonely. 

An old gentleman entered, and came at once to the bedside, 
where a feeble taper was burning. “Madam,” he said, “you will 
excuse me for disturbing you at this hour, but Almighty God 
sent me.” He then related what he had heard in the church, 
adding: “To so fervent and confident a prayer the Infant Jesus 
could not but grant an immediate answer. Tomorrow | will come 
again; but at present | merely wish to drop a little Christmas 
gift in the stocking which I am sure | shall find in a corner of 
the chimney; and | do not wish to be here when the boy returns.” 

“God bless you, my dear sir!” said the poor woman. 
“Yonder, in the corner by the window, my Louis has hung his 
stocking.” 

Very softly the old gentleman went over to the place in- 
dicated; and after dropping five gold pieces into the toe of the 
Stocking, he said, “I will go now, madam. Tomorrow, when I 
return, you shall tell me your story, and I trust all will be well 
with you again.” 


“Are You an Angel or St. Joseph?” 


“O sir, tell me who you are?” said the astonished invalid. 
“Are you an angel or St. Joseph? For you must be a saint 
from heaven.” 

“No, no!” he answered, in the same even tones. “I am 
only a miserable sinner to whom God and the world have been 
kind beyond his deserts. I must do something to save my soul.” 

He had not been gone long when the .door opened once 
more and Louis stole in on tiptoe. 

“IT am not asleep, darling,” said his mother. “But why have 
you remained away so long?” 

“I have been praying to the Infant Jesus and our Blessed 
Mother,” he said simply. “I have been telling them all about 
our poverty and praying for you. Don’t you feel better already ?” 

“I do, Louis, — I do — much better,” she replied. “And 
now, dear, come to bed; for you must be very cold.” 

“Yes,” said the boy, “I am a little cold. But tomorrow we 
shall both be warm and have plenty to eat.” 
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“How do you know that, my son?” 

“Why, I told you. I have been praying to the Infant Jesus 
and our Blessed Mother, and tomorrow morning | shall look in 
my stocking and there will be some money there.” 

Unseen by him in the darkness, the mother wiped away a 
tear and uttered a prayer of thankfulness to God, who had left 
her, in the midst of her poverty, the consolation of possessing 
a child with faith and piety so sublime. When he had crept 
under the covers, she took the cold little hands in her own to 
warm them, and in a very short space of time they were both 
asleep. 

The storm had passed, the winds were stilled, the bright 
winter sun was shining through the window, when the widow 
was awakened by a gentle push on her shoulder. Beside her 
Stood Louis, in one hand his worn and faded stocking, in the 
other five pieces of gold. 

“What did I tell you, mother!” he cried joyfully. “Oh, now 
we shall have fire and light and good things to eat today, and 
lots of money left besides! See, mother: five gold pieces, — 


five! —the Christmas gift of the dear little Infant Jesus!” 
A. M. 


DODO SS 


Motives for Often Visiting Our Lord in the 
Blessed Sacrament. 


1s motive: | will often visit my Saviour, because Jesus is 
ever present in the Blessed Sacrament as my Lord and God, and 
therefore constant adoration and homage is due to Him. 

2d motive: I will often visit my Saviour, because the 
Heart of Jesus which was pierced for me on the cross, and on 
the altar is throbbing for me, with inexpressible love craves for 
a return of love. 

3d motive: I will often visit my Saviour in the Blessed 
Sacrament, because I| thereby cause the greatest joy to Mary, my 
dearest Mother, to St. Joseph and all the angels and saints, who 
constantly are adoring Jesus in heaven. 

4th motive: I will often visit my Saviour in the Blessed 
Sacrament, because frequently to visit and adore the Blessed 
Sacrament is a very meritorious work and a profession of the 
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Catholic faith. “Blessed are they that have not seen and have 
believed.” 

5th motive: I will often visit my Saviour in the Blessed 
Sacrament, because our Lord has reserved special graces for His 
special friends. In the Holy Eucharist our Lord is full of mercy 
and love. He imparts His graces in richest measure to those 
who lovingly visit Him there. 

6th motive: I will often visit my Saviour in the Blessed 
Sacrament, because thereby I make atonement for my sins and 
the sins of all mankind, especially for the dreadful desecrations 
of the Blessed Sacrament, and for the coldness and neglect of so 
many Christians. 

7th motive: I will often visit my Saviour, because God is 
the best paymaster, and rewards a hundredfold every sacrifice we 
bring for His sake. 

8th motive: I will often visit my Saviour, because Jesus in 
the Blessed Sacrament teaches me humility, obedience, love, and 
in fact, every virtue, especially the spirit of sacrifice, which | 
stand so much in need of to perform my duties faithfully. 

9th motive: I will often visit my Saviour, because thereby 
I can give unspeakable consolation and aid to the souls in pur- 
gatory, especially by applying to them many indulgences. 

10th motive: I will often visit my Saviour, because frequent- 
ly to visit and venerate the Blessed Sacrament, is the best prep- 
aration for my future adoration in heaven. 


DO DOS OS 


Eucharistic Blossoms. 





N September 12, 1683, Sobieski, the devout king of Poland, 
O assisted at Mass with his whole army. He himself served 

at the altar, bowed his head in all humility, strengthened 
himself with the Bread of Angels and prayed to Jesus in the 
Blessed Sacrament for aid. His prayer was heard; the hero won 
a glorious victory: Vienna had been terrified by the Turks; 
Christianity was saved. 

On July 19, 1900, there died in Duesseldorf, Prussia, the 
venerable Mother Ferdinande of the Blessed Sacrament, fourth 
Mother General of the Daughters of the Holy Cross. After she 
had received Holy Viaticum with great devotion, she said to the 




















infirmarian: “Seek everything from the Blessed Sacrament! 
There | have always found strength in all my difficulties and 
comfort in all my sufferings.” 

The remark was once made to the Rt. Rev. de la Mothe, 
bishop of Amiens, that his Mass lasted too long. The prelate 
answered: “The Mass is not too long, but your devotion is 
too short.” 

Whenever Empress Eleanora prepared herself for Holy Com- 
munion which she received three times a week, she previously 
spent two hours in meditation wearing a penitential garb and 
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iron chains. After Holy Communion she knelt for quarter of 
an hour with her face bowed down to the floor. 


“One day,” relates BI. Marg. M. Alacoque, “I withdrew into 
a small choir near the Blessed Sacrament, where I was kneeling 
while doing my work. I was wholly recollected both interiorly 
and exteriorly. At the same time I| beheld the loving Heart of 
Jesus, more brilliant than the sun. It was surrounded by seraphim 
who sang in wonderful harmony: ‘Love triumphs, love takes its 
delight in God.’” 


St. Vincent Ferrer relates the following: “A young man 
refused to kneel down during the consecration of Mass. There- 
upon the devil appeared to him and said: ‘You wicked traitor 
for whom Jesus Christ has done so much! Had He done for us 
unhappy spirits a hundreth part of what He did for you, we 
would serve Him day and night on our knees.’ And the evil 
spirit strangled him.” 


QOS SS 


No Blessings without Recollection, Even at Mass. 





ETER, a brother of Blessed Nicholas de Flue, a holy and 
famous hermit of Switzerland, once attended Mass in the 
hermit’s little chapel. In spirit, he saw a beautiful tree 

growing from the floor of the church. Its branches, drooping 
with fragrant, bell-shaped blossoms, was as a spreading arch over 
the entire congregation. After some time these blossoms fell 
upon the heads of all those who were present. On the head of 
some these blossoms remained beautiful and fresh, while on 
others they wilted and died. 

On his way home Peter visited his pious brother. To his 
great surprise, Brother Nicholas began first to speak of the 
vision, before Peter had said even a word about it. 

“My dear brother,” said Nicholas, “the tree which you saw 
in the chapel signifies God’s generosity, which in virtue of the 
unbloody sacrifice of the Mass, is poured out upon all the faith- 
ful present. The blossoms that fell signify the divine graces, 
which are imparted to the faithful, according to their fervor and 
purity of soul. Those persons upon whose heads the blossoms 
wilted, are those who assisted at Mass without devotion or recol- 
lection, without purpose of amendment and thus failed to receive 
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the fruit of the holy Sacrifice. The others upon whose heads 
the blossoms remained beautiful and fresh, are those who were 
devout and recollected, who had true sorrow for their sins and 
had promised to amend their lives. The latter are enriched 
with great spiritual blessings and may expect a glorious reward 
in heaven, while the others depart from the sacred place devoid 
of these precious fruits and blessings.” 


Qo DOO OS 


Bounden Duties Enjoined by the Papal Decree 
Concerning the Communion of Children. 





of the Holy Office, published shortly before his death an 

article concerning the early and frequent Communion of chil- 
dren. This article which appeared in his “‘Monitore EcclesiaStico”’ 
sets forth -the duties of children, parents, confessors, pastors and 
tutors in regard to this matter. For an abridgment of this work 
we refer to the “Nouvelle Revue theologique’”’ which gives the 
substance of the Cardinal’s words in the following. Many a one 
may not consider these duties strict, but, enumerated as they are by 
so high an authority, and the decree having the form of canon 
law, it is advisable to take the matter to heart, and as far as 
possible comply with these duties. In matters of liturgy and 
discipline, the Church is very strict, and requires punctual 
obedience. The Cardinal says: 

“Who commits sin, if a child, having come to the use of 
reason, does not go to confession and Holy Communion? 

1. “The child itself, if the child through ill-will or negligence 
omits receiving the Sacraments. A child just at the dawn of 
reason, would, of course, not commit a mortal sin in this matter. 

2. “Parents would sin against the natural love they should 
bear their children, if they neglected to have them comply with 
this duty. 

3. “Confessors would in this case commit two mortal sins: 
one against the formal decree, the other against Christian charity. 

4. “Tutors have the same obligation as parents who entrusted 
to them their children to be instructed in accordance with the 
teaching of holy Church. 

5. “Pastors would under similar circumstances sin mortally 


73 deceased Cardinal Gennari, Prefect of the Congregation 
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against justice and Christian charity, if they failed to urge their 
parishioners to observe the decree. They must make inquiries 
about the abilities of the child, call the attention of parents to 
the precepts of the Church and make it easier for them to 
observe this command. 

“Another grievous fault would be committed by the same 
persons if they were practically to neglect the following command: 
‘Those who have the care of children should with all diligence 
Strive that after first Holy Communion, their charges approach 
the holy table frequently, even daily if possible.’ 

“The following commit sin: 

Parents who are not concerned about the frequent Com- 
munion of their children. 

Confessors who fail to encourage the observance of this 
command. 

Tutors who lightly pass over this precept. 

Pastors who neither in public nor private urge the children 
to receive Holy Communion frequently. 

“All these duties have their basis in this, that the child, 
ingrafted into the true Vine by holy baptism, is in need of growth 
in Jesus Christ, of avoiding evil and progressing in virtue. From 
this necessity therefore arises the duty of these persons to impart 
to the children a thorough, religious, and continued instruction.” 

Were this papal decree put into practice, what precious fruits 
would it bring forth among children, fruits, from which both 
parents and pastors might reap sweetest consolation. One 
pastor writes: “Since I have verbally carried out the papal 
decree, mortal sin has disappeared among the children of my 
school. They now live and think in a Eucharistic manner; they 
assume angelic habits and are animated with great zeal for 
prayer. The result may be a rich harvest of priests and religious.” 

Truly, the restoration of the kingdom of Jesus Christ must 
begin with the foundation of human society, the children, as 
Pius X. expressed in clear and definite terms to the Marian 
Congress, saying: “The foundation of human society is the 
chaste souls of children.” The application of the decree on 
children’s Communion, if executed according to the designs of 
the Holy Father, will renew the face of the world of children, 
and will prove the best precaution in youth and the firmest 
dam against the torrent of sin. 

Let us Catholics listen to the Vicar of Christ who shows us 
the way of salvation. And let us listen further to Christ Himself 
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who says: “He that shall scandalize one of these little ones that 
believe in Me, it were better for him that a mill-stone should be 
hanged about his neck, and that he should be drowned in the 


depth of the sea.” 
SOSDOS SS 


The Holy Eucharist Makes Conversions. 





O a Christian soul there is no sweeter spot on earth than 
the Catholic church, wherein she may rest in the presence 
of her Eucharistic God. Her happiness is crowned with 

the exposition of the Most Blessed Sacrament. We may say 
that it is for her, a poor exile in this land of sorrows, what the 
Beatific Vision is for the blessed in heaven. She basks in the 
Eucharistic sunshine, allowing it to melt the icy coldness of her 
heart, and to heal all the diseases of her soul. She is plunged 
into an ocean of loving confidence by the consideration, that 
He, before whom the angels veil their faces in heaven, here 
veils His whole adorable Person, to enable her weakness to gaze 
upon Him. 

Such sentiments as these, however, were strange to the 
Baroness K., a noble German Protestant lady, well-known for 
her piety and good works, but no less noted for her prejudice 
against the Catholic Church. Once, when in Rome, she entered 
a church in which the Blessed Sacrament was exposed for ado- 
ration. Little attraction was there for her upon that altar! She 
saw only a number of lighted candles, without discerning the 
presence of Him “who walketh in the midst of the seven candle- 
Sticks” (Apoc. ii. 1). Something, however, did attract her at- 
tention. It was the adoring attitude of the assembled multitude. 
Some with bowed heads remained absorbed in silent prayer, while 
others with uplifted faces, gazed with eyes full of confidence 
towards the altar. “Good God!” thought the baroness to herself, 
“I hope these people are not adoring the candles!” In spite of 
herself, however, she felt compelled to kneel and adore; what — 
she knew not. Some unaccountable attraction drew her here 
repeatedly, and always with the same result. A year later she 
had found the truth, for which grace she thanked God amidst 


tears. 

Another Eucharistic conversion is that of Nicholas Steno, 
a Danish Protestant. He witnessed the Corpus Christi procession 
once at Livorno and was so touched at the spectacle that when 
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Benediction was given with the Blessed Sacrament, he also 
knelt. Soon afterwards he embraced the Catholic faith, became 
a priest, and died as bishop of Hannover. 


DOO SS 


Love is Repaid by Love. 





OME years ago in Paris a freethinker lay dying. So deep 
was his hatred for religion and priest, that it seemed as 
though he had already passed the prison-gate through which 

no one is permitted ever to return. Some good persons at- 
tempted several times to speak to him about religion, but at the 
mere mention of a priest, he became furious and cursed and 
raved like a person possessed. All at once he was seized with 
a sinking spell, his hands and feet grew cold, and the perspira- 
tion poured from his forehead. A priest was quickly called. As 
soon as the dying man caught sight of him, his rage renewed 
his strength. “What! a priest here?” he cried out, and struck 
the priest a blow in the face, 

The latter remained calm, and offering his other cheek 
received a second blow with equal tranquillity. His only reply 
was, “That’s right, that’s right, | deserve nothing better; but you 
had better stop now, or you will exhaust yourself.” 

Ashamed of his conduct, the man asked, “What is it you 


really want?” 
“To save your soul, my good friend,” replied the priest. 


Struck with surprise, the freethinker was silent for some 
time. He was conquered, confessed his sins with deep contrition, 
and received the Holy Viaticum very devoutly. Soon afterwards 
he died holding the crucifix. 

The patience and charity of this good priest is but a feeble 
ray from the sun of love of the Sacred Heart of Jesus. How 
many blows and scourges, how much contempt has not our 
Divine Lord endured in the Blessed Sacrament for 1900 years! 
With the same love as on the cross He abides with us, despite 
numberless outrages, despite continual insults. He gave the same 
heavenly gift to that repentant unbeliever as to His beloved dis- 
ciple St. John. He desires only to save His enemies and to make 
them infinitely and inexpressibly happy. 

Is it not meet and just that those who know our Eucharistic 
Lord should offer Him love and reparation by the service of the 
Perpetual Adoration? 














Vis : 
\ / 2 
2 IP 
ei h—7 


% ye aS 
BA 
ens 

on 


















QO SS 


From the “Golden Book.” 





We Must Give Ourselves to Mary in the Quality of Slaves. 


we i 


HIS devotion consists in giving ourselves to Mary in 
Yy the quality of slaves, as her full possession. Blessed 
de Montfort mentions three kinds of slavery. The 
DS firs is the slavery of nature; all men, good and 
bad, are the slaves of God in this sense. The second is the slavery 
of constraint; the devils and the damned are slaves of God in 
the second sense. There is nothing left for them but eternally to 
suffer the punishment they incurred through their own grievous 
fault, and thus be constant monuments of God’s terrible justice. 
The third is the slavery of love, and it is in this sense that we 
ought to consecrate ourselves to God, through Mary, as being 
the most perfect way in which a creature can possibly give himself 
to his Creator. 

According to his nature, man must necessarily belong to 
God. But man can of his own free will ratify God’s right over 
him. And since Mary is the only creature perfectly conformable 
to the will of God, we can best give ourselves to Him through 
Mary, and with all confidence permit her fully to dispose of all 
we have or ever can have. Happy, a thousand times happy, the 
generous soul who magnanimously consecrates herself entirely 
to Jesus, through Mary, as a loving slave. What a difference—to 
be a slave of Mary, or to be a slave of Satan; and the latter 
everyone is, who lives in willful mortal sin. 


Excellence of True Devotion to Mary. 


“I would require much light from God,” says Blessed de 
Montfort, “in order to describe perfectly the excellence of this 
devotion. I will only say briefly: 
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1. To give ourselves in this way to Jesus through Mary, is 
to imitate in a certain sense the Heavenly Father, who also gave 
us His Son through Mary, and who still communicates His grace 
to us through Mary; it is, secondly, to imitate God the Son, who 
has come to us only through Mary, and has set us an example 
to act as He acted, to ascend to Him by the same way He 
descended to us, that is to say, through Mary; it is, thirdly, to 
imitate God the Holy Ghost, who communicates His graces and 
gifts to us, only through Mary, His indissoluble spouse. “ls it 
not right,” says St. Bernard, “that grace should return to its 
Author, through the same channel that transmitted it to us?” 

2. To go in this way to Jesus Christ through Mary, is 
nothing else than acknowledging His infinite sanctity, and hon- 
oring Him in a worthy manner. For thereby we plainly show 
that on account of our sins, we are not worthy to approach His 
infinite holiness directly, and that we have need of Mary, His 
most holy Mother, to be our advocate and mediatrix with Him. 
Moreover, we confidently approach Him as our most kind Me- 
diator and Brother, but at the same time we humble ourselves 
before Him, as our God and our Judge, and thereby we practice 
humility, which is always so pleasing to God. 

The “Golden Book” is a treasure which enshrines a secret 
beyond all price. It is the secret of True Devotion to Mary, 
which when once understood, will be a source of happiness 
and content, while it leads the soul along a secure path to its 
eternal salvation. This secret has been revealed to the world 
by the Holy Ghost, through BI. Grignon de Montfort, the prophet 
and apostle of “The Reign of Jesus through Mary.” 


For 3 new subscriptions to ‘‘Tabernacle and Purgatory,’’ paid 
in advanee, we will mail you a copy of the ‘Golden Book,’’ in 
excellent type, black binding, red edges; or a gilded statue, 5 1-2 in. 

For 5 new subscriptions paid in advance, a copy of the ‘‘Golden 


Book,”’ in leather binding, = edges; or a gold-chain rosary, 
five years guarantee. 


For 6 new subscriptions paid in advance, a statue of the 
Sacred Heart of Mary or of Our Lady of Lourdes, 10 in. high. 


For 8 new subscriptions paid in advance, a copy of the book, 
‘*Father Paul of Moll.’’ 


For 10 new subscriptions paid in advance, a gold-chain 
rosary, ten years guarantee. 


After the subscription price has been received, the rosaries 
will be blessed and forwarded to you. 
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Necessity of Prayer. 





a7 HOSOEVER wishes to go to heaven must pray. 
Holy Scripture exhorts us to no other good work 
N as frequently as to prayer. “Let nothing hinder 
eS thee from praying always” (Ecclus. xviii. 22). 
“Watch in prayers” (Peter iv. 7). “Be instant in prayer” (Rom. 
xii. 12). “Praying at all times with all instance and supplication” 
(Eph. vi. 18). How distinct are the words: “We ought always 
to pray, and not to faint!” (Luke xviii. 1.) 

The language of Holy Writ is also the language of the 
saints. St. Alphonsus, in several passages of his writings, com- 
plains bitterly that preachers and confessors, so seldom speak of 
prayer and do not encourage the faithful as much as they ought 
in this regard. He desires, that in their sermons and while 
discharging their sacred duties in the confessional, they be most 
zealous to impress upon the faithful the importance of prayer, 
continually saying: Pray, pray, never cease to pray. “Every 
time when I preach,” he says, “I repeat these words: O people, 
pray, pray, pray!” 

St. Teresa says: “Would that I could stand on a high mount- 
ain where I could be heard by the whole world, I would contin- 
ually cry out: Pray, pray, pray!” 

Whenever the saints speak of the necessity of prayer they 
make use of the strongest expressions and comparisons. 

St. Augustine: “As our body cannot live without nourish- 
ment, so our soul cannot be kept spiritually alive without prayer.” 

St. Chrysostom: “A fish taken out of water cannot live; in 
a very short time it dies. Neither can the soul of man subsist 
without prayer; it will gradually grow languid and die.” 

St. Augustine: “We believe that no one will obtain life 
eternal except at the invitation of God; that no one who is 
invited, works out his salvation except by the help of God; and 
that no one merits this help unless he prays.” 

St. Alphonsus: “A person who prays will certainly be saved, 
but a person who does not pray will certainly be lost. All who 
were saved, were saved through prayer. All who were lost were 
lost through their neglect of prayer.” 

St. Chrysostom: “Let us be persuaded that, not to pray and 
to lose the life of the soul, that is, the grace of God, is one and 
the same thing.” 








Tabernacle and Purgatory 191 


Excellence and Sublimity of Prayer. 


What ‘an honor for us to speak to God, wherever and 
whenever we wish, if we but do so with reverence. “This is a 
privilege that is denied even to the angels,” says St. Chrysostom, 
and he declares: “Prayer transforms hearts of flesh into spiritual 
hearts, tepid hearts into zealous hearts, human hearts into divine 
hearts.” 

St. Francis de Sales on one occasion was explaining to 
children the happiness of our first parents in paradise. “One of 
their sweetest joys,” he said, “was this, that Adam and Eve were 
permitted to speak to Him like to a loving Father.” One little 
boy thereupon exclaimed, “Ah, what a pity that we cannot do 
the same nowadays! How I would like to speak to God and 
how I would enjoy to walk and associate with Him!” 

The holy bishop smiled at this pathetic utterance and in his 
winning manner said kindly: “Be of good cheer, my boy, paradise 
was lost to us by the first sin, it is true, but God was not lost 
to us. Everywhere He is near us. We may speak and commu- 
nicate with Him at all times and wherever we are. This is done 
when we pray to Him. In prayer we associate with Him; in 
prayer we hold sweet communication with God, and God with 
us, and this intercourse contains nothing but bliss and happiness.” 

St. Augustine: “Is there anything more excellent than prayer? 
Is there anything more beneficial in our life, anything sweeter to 
the heart, or anything more sublime in our holy religion.” 

St. Gregory: “Of all things that we esteem and treasure in 
this life, there is nothing better than prayer.” 

St. Augustine: “Prayer is the ground-work of all virtues, the 
ladder by which we ascend to God, it is related to the angels, 
it is the foundation of faith.” 

St. Ephrem: “Oh, the magnificence and sublimity of prayer! 
Happy he who practices prayer zealously. Satan cannot approach 
him, provided he is free from all deceit. Oh, the sublimity of 
prayer!” 

Consoling Words. 


St. Augustine: “As long as God does not deprive you of 
prayer, He will not withdraw His mercy from you; for He who 
gives you the spirit of prayer will also give you that for which 
you are praying.” 

Ven. Blosius: “Prayer is an impenetrable armor, a secure 
place of refuge. By prayer alone all evil is warded off from the 
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soul. Prayer purifies the soul, averts the punishment for sin, 
supplies for negligence, obtains divine grace, stifles evil desires, 
restrains the passions, conquers the enemy, soothes affliction, brings 
peace, unites man with God, raises him to eternal glory.” 

St. Chrysostom: “Nothing procures for us such a growth in 
virtue as frequent prayer, the oft-repeated companionship and 
familiar intercourse with God. By prayer the heart acquires 
true nobility, it despises the things of the world, unites itself 
gradually with God and becomes spiritual and holy.” 

St. Bonaventure: “Great is the efficacy of prayer, for it 
appeases God, attracts the angels and torments the demons.” 

St. Bernard: “There is nothing that can produce sweeter 
sentiments, nothing that can fill the heart of man with greater 
joy, nothing that could strengthen him more to perform heroic 
deeds and endure sufferings, than fervent prayer.” 

St. Augustine: “The prayer of the just is the key of heaven. 
In virtue of prayer we are able to do all things. Prayer is the 
main protection of our soul. Prayer is the source of all virtues.”’ 

The foregoing article is taken from the booklet “Prayer, the 
Great Means of Grace.” In clear and simple words this booklet 
speaks of the necessity of prayer, its excellence and glory. The 
salutary effects and meritoriousness of prayer are illustrated by 
beautiful passages from the fathers of the Church. It is our 
earnest desire to see this booklet circulated everywhere, we 
therefore offer it at a very low rate. Price per copy 5 cents; 6 
copies, 25 cents; 100 copies, $4.00. 


QO DOS OS 


REMARK.—Here we wish to remark, that private revelations, according to the 
decrees of Pope Urban VIII. in the year 1634 and 1641, in so far as the 
Church has not decided upon them, claim only human credence.’ 
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